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Author's Notes: 

Is this a love triangle? Merely some PerStein fluff? Not romantic at all? You decide. l'm not a massive fan of 
Varg Vikernes for OBVIOUS reasons but his choice of gifting little Pelle with a bullet for Christmas was too 
interesting to pass up on. Of course, | don't personally like the idea of this gift but it's Christmas, I'm not going 
to write a mean, teenaged Varg trying to urge Pelle into killing himself. It's all good vibes here. | know 
technically, Varg and Faust (who is only mentioned here) would only be about IT and lb respectively but we're 
living in an alternate universe where everyone is of age. They don't matter that much to this story. Plz no ban 
hammer. Nobody ask what's with the addition of Finnish Santa. | suppose you can say l'm just a big Suomi stan 
I've never seen Home Alone (| do hate ‘It's a Wonderful Life’) and I've never had eggnog. This might surprise 
some of you, but | come from a Jewish family. So yeAh, HAPPY HANUKKAH MOTHERFUCKERS! This narrowly 
avoided being switched out with some good ol! Emperor prOn. | guess I'll just have to post Ihsahn and Samoth 


boning some other day. 


This, Per thinks, isn't quite the worst Christmas he's ever lived through. There will always be the time he 
spent it in the ER because Anders came down with the Chicken Pox, or that time their dog got hit by a car. 


That said, this also isn't the best Christmas because, after all, Per's still celebrating it with others, when he 
would rather be alone. Still, it doesn't suck. He decides that maybe that just means he's content. Per's always 
been good at accepting things after all. 


Unfortunately, Øystein, unlike the rest of Mayhem, doesn't contribute to the Christmas cheer. 


"This is a retarded holiday," Opines the guitarist, with a smarmy, little sneer. He's folded up on an old wingback 
and there's a heavy sense of irony that come with his words. He's saying this but he's also in an ugly, green 


sweater with an interwoven pattern of Santa hats and prancing reindeers. 


Its Jørn who puts Øystein back in his place, whipping around to bark, "Buzz off, Øystein. You can afford to not 


act ‘evil for a day" 


Øystein reacts by mocking him with a series of 'nyeh' sounds, sticking his tongue childishly as he leans back 
with a hand over his engorged belly. The string section of Mayhem have an odd way of showing their love for 
each other- its a little annoying, surmises Per. Both are half drunk from making boozy Eggnog, which neither 
he nor Jan-Axel would touch. 


If you asked Jørn, he'd tell you his gut is full of Christmas fuckin’ cheer. Meanwhile, Bystein's? Existential 
dread. He groans and lets out a series of profanities. Per tunes it out in favour for this strange, obscure 


Christmas flick from Finland. 


The actor portraying Santa appears like Oleg Yankovsky in a fat suit. The only reason anyone in the cabin would 
know that name is because of Dystein's insistence on consuming Soviet media. Regardless, it's not worth 
pondering the possibility of Russian actors breaking into Nordic cinema- which sour-faced Øystein would argue 


is a very good thing, if he had any spunk left inside of him. Which, he doesn't. 


"Hyvää joulua, pojat ja tytöt! Ho Ho Hol" Proclaims Finnish Santa, jingling his bells. Then, he breaks forth wall by 


turning around and winking at the audience. Cue a split second fanfare and an end card simply titled Loppu! 
They all sit in silence for a second before Jørn pushes himself up on his elbows, burping into his fist. 


Never again, he promises himself before throwing a sidelong glance at Bystein, who is seemingly unaffected. All 
in due time. 


Since it's Jørn who cares the most -He misses his girlfriend,- he's also the one choosing the next movie. The 
options are ‘It's a Wonderful Life’ and ‘Home Alone’, both of which make Dystein let out a loud keen. Meanwhile, 
Per quietly sits on the couch with his long legs thrown over Jan-Axel's lap. With a sharpie, he draws penises 


all over Per's hairy calves and the latter lets him. 


No, its actually a pretty good Christmas, surmises Per. He got one of the harder to find ‘Tomb of Dracula 
comics from Jørn and a picture book of Transylvania from Jan. Snorre and Bard teamed up to get him a 


sketchbook set and coloured pencils. Jon got him a bracelet and his parents sent him some money, along with 


an arts and crafts project from Anders. It's a pompom-laden monstrosity involving two stick figures next to a 
sloppily drawn circle- innocently captioned, ‘Anders and Dead following the freezing moon’. Per reminds himself 
to absolutely slaughter Uffe for letting Anders listen to Mayhem records. He was planning to visit in January, 

he'll kill Uffe once he does. 


The doorbell rings just as Jørn is slipping in ‘Home Alone’. Even though Øystein threatened to commit suicide 
over ‘It's a Wonderful Life’, he's still dick enough to complain. He despises Macaulay Caulkin, not knowing his 
little brother will play as him in a future adaptation of their lives. He threatens to gun himself down again and 
begs to bring on the ‘It's a Wonderful Life. Because Jørn is also a massive dick, who loves to see Øystein 


suffer, he just smiles and presses play instead. 


The doorbell rings again and Per decides that whoever is behind the door is adamant about talking to one of 
them. He mumbles, "I'll get it," and stands up. Per makes for the door, wondering who it could possibly be. 


It swings open and reveals Varg Vikernes. He's in a thick parka and the tip of his nose is bright red. Per 
instantly feels bad for him and gets the urge to invite the youth in a cup of milk 


Before he can, Varg cuts in, "What's up, Pelle." 


He rocks back on his heels and it comes across as disingenuous to be asking Per how he’s doing when Varg is 


the one knocking on their door at two in the morning. 
Per blinks a few times before stringing together a couple of loose ‘ums’ and ‘ers’. 
"What are you doing here?" He asks, in earnest. 


Per knows that Varg and Øystein are good friends but still finds it odd that he didn't come around earlier. It's 
equally strange that he hasn't asked for Øystein thus far. 


Varg digs around his coat pocket. "I got you something for Christmas- Øystein too." 


He holds up a bullet before passing it over. Per regards it strangely before any warm feelings towards Varg 


instantly freezes over. The shell casing is smooth and still warm from his fingers. 

Its unfortunate that Per is too polite to chuck it in the snow like he wants to. 

"Why?" He asks flatly. 

What Varg says next makes him sound as bad as Øystein, "Use it if you're going to kill yourself” 

Per makes a face at those words. Well, it sure is a nice bullet, but any bullet could kill Per just fine if aimed 


right. He holds it between his thumb and forefinger before laughing, "So, you came all the way from fucking 


Bergen just to ruin my mood?" 


Varg shrugs, his lips puffing out, "I'm staying with Snorre for the weekend. Now was the only time | could 


come around." 
He rakes the front portion of his long, brown hair back, "Besides, it's a metaphor." 


"A metaphor for what?" Scoffs Per and Varg's fingers curl around his, closing his fist with the bullet still in 
his palm. "I'm saying that if you do something ‘like that, you should think of me before you do it” 


"You?" 


"Me," Echoes Varg with an ardent nod. That takes Per aback. His communication with Varg is few and far 
between, which makes the odd sentiment even odder. Nonetheless, he feels himself blush. 


"No offence but you have a dipshit way of being nice," He murmurs. 
Varg shrugs and lets his hand go, "That's just the way | am. Stay safe, Pelle." 


They stand there in silence and Varg smiles at him, it's small but it's earnest. Per begins to return it clumsily 
when Oystein interrupts them. 


"Varg? What are you doing here?" He asks, leaning against the jamb. "Came to wish you a Merry Christmas, or 
rather, a Merry Yuletide," Varg replies smoothly, hands back in his pockets. 


He produces a CD and hands it over to him. 
Its late," Øystein tells him, with a hint of concern meanwhile Varg continues with his blasé demeanour. "So 
what? | was out with partying with Darkthrone. Also, Faust says he's going to come by in the morning," Varg 


says. 


"Out partying with Darkthrone?" He cocks an eyebrow, Varg leans in obstinately, "Yeah, and you could've come 
with, if only you didn't have a massive stick up your ass." 


"| would've wanted to party with Darkthrone," Snorts Per though he doesn't mean it. Varg hums in approval 
and Øystein responds by jabbing him between the eyebrows. 


Varg grimaces childishly. "H's late, now go back home- Little boy," Goads Øystein before slamming the door 
right in Varg's face with astonishing callousness. It seems like even Øystein himself finds it a bit too mean- 
spirited because he sticks his head back out a moment later to shout, "Stay safe, Varg!" 


The teen responds with a sharp, "Get raped, Euronymous!" 


Per watches the exchange with a red face, still in a daze. His bites his lip and once Øystein is in for good, he 


looks Per up and down, scowling, "Why are you blushing like that for?" 

That right there breaks Per out of his spell. He shakes his head, ‘None of your goddamn business: 
"Oh yeah? What's in your hand?" Per rolls his eyes before leaning down to be level with Bystein 
"None of your goddamn business," He repeats slowly, revelling in the pissed off snarl 

"You're getting on my nerves. 

"And you're getting on mine so why dont you fuck off, Bystein?" 

Øystein pushes himself up on the tips of his toes and, albeit gently, slaps Per's left cheek 


"Bloody Swede," He snaps and Per snorts before going over to pour himself a drink. After dealing with Dystein, 
he thinks he deserves one. 


The rest of the evening goes smoothly, even though the sour look on Øysteins face doesn't dissipate. Sometime 
in the middle of ‘Home Alone’, Jørn locks himself in the bathroom to vomit his little black heart out and by 


five, everyone's already gone off to bed. 


Everyone except Per, that is. He stays on the couch, browsing through the channels as the snow falls lazily 
outside. 


He's always had a rough time falling asleep and tonight is no exception His bedroom is a little bit too cold and 
smells bad from that crow he keeps under his bed, so he'd rather just stick around in the living room. He's got 
his Walkman and he can read his comics just fine here if it turns out there's nothing on the television. 


Per has settles himself in when a familiar voice breaks him out of his zone. 


"Per.. Is that you?" Bystein's tired voice is syrupy. He comes from the corridor in a pair of flannel pyjamas. He 


blinks slowly, "You weren't in your room so." 


"If I'm not in my room and the TV's running, who else could it be?" He shrugs, watching as Dystein walks over 


and plops on the couch next to him, drawing his knees up to his chin. 


"You could've been out on a walk.. and then I'd have to go after you." He sighs dramatically, playing with the 
hem of his pants. Because Øystein is so short, only his toes peak through. 


Per amuses himself with the realization of just how tiny Øystein is, before pushing that thought as far away 
as he can. It's not worth the mental space. 


Glasses fall down Øysteins nose and he fumbles to push them back up- he's probably still drunk too. "Why 


would you need to go after me?" Per asks. 
"Not telling," Says Øystein before he amends, "I'll tell you a little later." 


"Okay," Says Per. It doesn't make much of a difference as long as he keeps quiet. Øystein isn't so bad when his 
mouth is shut. But that's a lot to expect out of somebody like Bystein Aarseth. 


On the TV screen, two people kiss in the rain. "I tried that with my girlfriend back in high school,” Øystein 


comments, "| got pneumonia and almost died but she still dumped me. 
Good on her,’ Per thinks before spouting a monosyllabic response to the story he did not ask to hear. 
"Sucks." 


He can't say he gives a damn about Oystein's love life, or lack thereof. Per still finds himself adding- /ying, 


“Never had Pneumonia" 


One of Bystein's legs drop, his big toe nudging over to touch Pers ankle. It causes a jolt that has him look at 
Øystein with wide eyes. It freaks Per out, he isn't usually this... nice. 


"Pneumonia hurts like hell," He murmurs before licking his lips. Per knows, and resists the urge to ask Øystein 


about his perspective on life and death. It would probably be a moot point. He doesn't and things quickly begin 
to grow very bleak for Per. Death. Death. Death 


He snaps out of it when he feels Bystein's fingers at his elbow. The touch alone makes him push himself to 
the farthest corner. Seeing this, Bystein hesitantly retracts his hand, allowing it to drop by his thigh. Per 
searches him for answers. 


"| got-" 


"How's your stomach?" It's Øysteins turn to be taken aback. "It's fine." He says, "I'm not a fatass like Jørn. | 
actually take care of myself, so | little drinking isn't gonna fuck me up." 


Its that very same braggadocio which draws out a scoff. Øystein uses it as an opportunity to prove his point 
and Per catches him as soon as he gets to the third button 


He clutches Bystein's hands, "Dude!" 


"Chicken-shit," Mocks Øystein, pushing through it. He lets the blouse drop over the arm, hands on his hips, 
twisting and preening like he's Arnold Motherfuckin’ Schwarzenegger. 


Per sits there in shock. "l. 'm sorry, am | supposed to be impressed?" 


Øystein scowls before grabbing Per's wrist and leading his hands over his chest. He's unsure of now to 
rationalize any of this, but it is Øystein after all. Despite not being surprised, nor impressed, Per doesn't, and 


has never, thought he was fundamentally ugly or unattractive. 


He's fine, but Per will say he thinks Øystein has a pretty smile, though he doesn't show it very often. The 
mash of bone and fat is palpable, along with the pitter-patter of his heartbeat. 


"We're both men," Øystein casually throws when he feels Per stiffen, though it's not as if Per has missed the 
way his pulse quicken- so who is Øystein kidding? 


"That's not it. I'm just not used to touching people," Per says bluntly. 
"Adverse to it or.." 


"No," His hand has migrated down to Bystein's waist, thumb pressing against muscle. Bystein's surprisingly laid- 
back when it comes to human contact and Per could've gone his entire life without knowing that little factoid 


Dystein's eyes are inquisitive and Per feels the need to correct himself. 


"Alright," He admits, "Kind of. Something happened when | was younger.. But it's not that | don't like touching 
people, | just prefer keeping my hands to myself" 


Per doesn't miss the irony. 


"Does this have to do with your classmates beating you half to death?" His matter-of-fact tone is so 
dissonant, Per struggles to comprehend if he's even heard right. 


He withdraws his hand, eyebrows crossing, "How do you..?" 

"Sorry? | was home one night and your mom called asking how you were. She told me everything." 

Per's palm begins to burn. Of course his mother did. Of course his well-meaning mother would tell his ‘friends’ 
about his many issues, along with pleading them to take care of her son. Of course, of course. But fuck! Did it 
really have to be Bystein? 


The clock ticks. 


"I don't know why it has to be a secret. You make yourself look worse than you actually are. All things 


considered, you're not really that crazy." 
"If | thought they were capable of understanding, | would've told them." 


"What makes you think they wouldn't?" Øystein snorts in that horrible, awful, piggish, Aystein type of way. It 


has Per grit his teeth. 


"If you don't understand, why would anyone else?" He bites stubbornly as Øystein migrates to the coffee table. 
Their knees touch. "What makes you think that | don't?" 


Per hates him just a little bit more, "You're a fucking dick." 

"Why would you want someone to understand you anyway? It's better if they just like you- as far as l'm 
concerned, everybody likes you for what you are, and that's what everyone wants. Understanding somebody 
often means acknowledging how rotten inside we all are." 

Pause. 


"| understand you just fine and | think you understand me as well. It's why we don't get along.” 


Per reckons there's actually a lot of reasons he and Øystein don't get along, starting with Oystein is an 
amazing guitar-player but a bloody awful friend. 


They remain basked in silence before he speaks up again, "I'm sorry about what happened but it doesn't make 


me like you any more than I'm capable of liking you." 


Leave it to Øystein to apologize for not liking you; Per rolls his eyes. "Honestly, I'm done with your shit. You 
talk way too much- Has anybody ever taught you that less is more?" 


Øystein smiles before pushing his hair behind his ears. He rarely does so and it makes him look a whole lot 


different. Per doesn't know if its a good different or a bad different 

"If | thought people were capable of understanding, I'd use fewer words," He echoes wryly 
"You're awful," Per deadpans, much to his amusement. 

"| try" 

"For the record, | don't fucking like you either. 


"Well, that's cute. l'm really glad we feel the same way about each other," Bystein's tone is overly saccharine 


before he remembers, "I'm getting off-topic. | came here because | did get you something for Christmas." 


So that's what Øystein meant by ‘he'd tell Per later what he came here for'. He says that and Bystein shrugs, 


rummaging through a drawer, "I like taking the roundabout way." 


Per scoffs before a parcel lands on his thighs. Earlier, when they were exchanging gifts, Per gave Bystein a 
small book titled ‘Cows Explain Politics. Per thought it was a really well thought-out gift and even included a 


bookmark with Øystein reimagined as a hammer and sickle toting bovine. Even though he thought the present 


was more effort than Øystein was worth, Per wasn't offended when he got nothing in return. 
Except, now he had. 


He opens the package. The letter attached read, "Dead, we hope you like the shirt. Happy Holidays, Salem," and 
contained a bit of candy. 


"Thanks," Per says, in earnest, unfolding the shirt. 

"Don't mention it." 

He offers Øystein a candy, reminding himself to draw something for Salem later on. Placing one of the pastilles 
on his tongue, Per finds it tastes like artificial green apples but decides that he likes it that way. There's a 


comfortable silence before Øystein asks, "What did Varg give you? | know he gave you something.’ 


Deciding to put some faith in his bandmate, Per produces the bullet and hands it over. Dystein's nose crinkles, 


"Why?" 

"| dunno," Per shrugs. Their fingers brush together once Øystein hands it back. "Did he say something?" 
"Only that | should think of him before using it," Says Per before realizing how bad that sounds. 

"IFs fine," He urges. Øystein is currently white with anger. 

"It seems like a caring gesture more than anything," He amends. 

"Im going to talk to him about that, you don't fucking say things like that." 


"He's a kid, Øystein. Besides," Per laughs, "You make fun of me and tell me to go die all the fucking time. At 


least its coming from someone who doesn't.. you know, dislike me." 


Does that mean that him and Oystein exchanging gifts -despite harbouring ill feelings towards one another- is 


a logical fallacy, or even an outright le? 

Per doesn't ponder the specifics for too long and Øystein blushes a thousand shades of red. 

"So you're flattered?" He spits in disbelief. 

"I'm glad he cares," Per shrugs. It's not that deep, he thinks. Again, Varg's just a kid. It doesn't matter that 
much, at least he had positive intentions. Øystein doesn't see it that way though, he stands up and closes the 


distance between him and Per. He's back to looking untouchable and pissed, short fingers winding around his 
collar. He yanks Per down to his level, tilting his head. 


For a split second, Per thinks Øystein is actually rather handsome, even when he's out for blood. 


"Here's a little food for thought," He snarls, his grip tightening, "Instead of thinking of Varg bloody Vikernes 


before shooting your brains out, how about you not shoot your brains out, period?" 


Øystein might've pulled him even closer but it's negated when he's shoved away, falling over the couch as 


Øystein storms off, door closing with a loud thud! behind him. 


Per doesn’t understand what he's done to piss Øystein off this time but, still, somehow? It's still one of the 
better Christmases of Per's life. 


